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through   the  German  coconut plantations.     I
rode Mr. C------'s horse, and it cantered like the
wind; I felt as if I were fifteen again instead of being old enough to be a great-grandmother! Once when we were flying along full speed,
Mrs. C------ in front and myself following, the
thought came over me, what would they say at home if they could see me now! And your faces (in imagination) amused me so much that I laughed till I nearly fell off. As it was, my hat flew away and my hair came down, and I had to
wait till Mrs. C------ dismounted and came to
my help. It was a lovely day, and reminded me of Mentone. Lou says that here in the tropics the colouring is much more brilliant; but at any rate it matched, if not with the reality, at least with my sunny memories of the Riviera. I saw one strange atmospheric effect, by the bye.
At one place Mrs. C------ said, ' Is not the sea
beautiful from here ?'
I looked, and looked again, and said, ' I don't see the sea, only a range of blue mountains.'
* There are no mountains,' she rejoined. * You see nothing from here but the ocean/
It was long before I could believe it; the effect was so distinctly that of being piled up to the very heavens, and the illusion of a distant range of mountains so convincing. When at last I began to believe it was only water, I still felt as if it were raised up, and must inevitably come pouring down and overwhelm the land. . . ^